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. . . there are Wonders, Forgive me . . , for-
give me/ and to their utter surprise he turned
and vanished into the trees.

For a moment they were all in a great dis-
comfort. It was so agreeable an evening. They
had not the slightest notion of Francis' meaning
and they did not wish to spoil his pleasure.
Judith, who loved him, would have wished to
have run after him, to have taken his arm and
comforted him. But to have comforted him for
what? She could not tell

And at that moment, fortunately, the first fire-
works broke like a sigh in the darkening heaven.
Everyone said *AhP and then 'Ah!' again, just
as a hundred years after, and a hundred years after
that again, they would sigh with pleasure and
strain their eyes upwards* So now they gazed.
Everywhere they were gazing, in the little flower-
scented streets of Keswick, lovers waiting among
the Druid stones, shepherds on Blencathra,
watchers by the Watendlath Tarn, children
gathered by the cottages in Newlands and under
Castle Crag and by the waving reeds of Bassen-
thwaite.

A star broke into a silver cluster, another into
points of blue, another showered drops of gold,
In the hills the echo called and answered. For a
flash all the faces were lit with a white radiance, the
dancers paused in the Meadow, the trees on the
Island were fiery and then the darker for their flame.

For Judith it was a moment of sheer ecstasy*
She sat, her head back, her hat behind her neck,
her legs uptilted, and at every rush as of wings, at